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our days the hereditary fig'leaf is usually of por-
tentous siz,e. The great dark eyes regard us with'
out curiosity, meditatively, and the picture is
complete. The piles of fruit around, the young
mother, the simple duty and delight, something
of the old'world innocence in all this charms us,
and we move on wondering whether the love-
poetry of Seville is more beautiful than the house-
hold prose of its later life.

There is so much in it to love because there is
such variety in its expressiveness. You bend your
steps to its cathedral, and look up the Giralda
tower, to where the delicate tracery seems to
move in the quivering sunlight, and, far above,
is the blue dome of the sky. Out of the warmth
you pass through a doorway into the chill gloom
of the building, and at first your dazzled eyesight
exaggerates the mystic grandeur and solemnity
of the lofty columns which stretch before you
towards unexplored solitudes, and unconsciously
the voice is hushed, and the footfall becomes iiv
audible. But scarcely have you yielded to this iiv
fluence when suddenly the organ peals forth, and
you come to an opening in the aisle, where from
a side window the painted glass throws bars of
purple, and gold, and rose, athwart the green
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